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do not even now know much more, is very good Turkish.
He shouted; he would shake hands again. I remember no
more.

In the middle of the night I awoke. I found myself
sleeping on the divan, rolled up in its sacred carpet. The
bimbashee had wisely reeled to the fire. The thirst I felt
was like that of Dives. All were sleeping except two, who
kept up during the night the great wood fire. I rose,
lightly stepping over my sleeping companions, and the
shining arms which here and there informed me that the
dark mass wrapped up in a capote was a human being. I
found Abraham's bosom in a flagon of water. I think I
must have drunk a gallon at a draught. I looked at the
wood fire, and thought of the blazing blocks in the hall of
Jonsterna; asked myself whether I were indeed in the
mountain fastness of a Turkish chief; and, shrugging my
shoulders, went to sleep, and woke without a headache.

CHAPTER XII.

I PAKTED from my jovial host the next morning very cor-
dially, and gave him my pipe, as a memorial of our having
got tipsy together.

After crossing one more range of steep mountains we
descended into a vast plain, over which we journeyed for
some hours, the country presenting the same mournful
aspect which I had too long observed; villages in ruins,
and perfectly desolate; khans deserted, and fortresses razed
to the ground; olive woods burnt up, and fruit trees cut
down. So complete had been the work of destruction, that
I often unexpectedly found my horse stumbling amid the
foundations of a village, and what at first appeared the dry
bed of a torrent often turned out to be the backbone of the